We had now^to go through Argos, which I had only 207
seen from the distance before, and over the mountains to
Tripolis. To rise from the lush Argive plain to the first
tier of mountain ranges is a dramatic experience of .an-
other order. The road is fairly narrow, the curves sharp
and perilous, the drop precipitous. Buses travel over this
road, driven it would seem by maniacs, for the Greek, as
I have said before, is by nature reckless and foolhardy.
The clouds were gathering for a storm and we had only
begun to jross the broken spine that lay ahead. The ques-
tion in our minds was—would the brakes hold out? We
asked ourselves that while straddling an overhanging
ledge on a hair-pin turn, waiting jitteringly for a bus to
pass without grazing our-fenders. Finally, rolling around
the edge of a huge soup tureen which Durrell assuredme
was Arcady, it began to pour and as it increased an icy
wind, chill as the hand of death, smote us full force.
Meanwhile, juggling the loose wheel with the dexterity
of a mountebank, Durrell expatiated on the merits of
Daphnis and'Chloe. The rain was coming in from the
sides and back, the engine began to snort and chug, the
windshield wipers stopped functioning, my hands .were
frozen and the water was dripping off my hat and down
my back. I was scarcely in a mood to hear about Daphnis
anil Chloej I was thinking, on the contrary, how com-
fortable it would be standing on that slippery staircase at
Mycenae,
Once over the top of the range we couM see the broad
plateau-on which Tripolis rests. Suddenly the rain ceased
and a rainbow appeared, the most heartening, frivolous,
gamboling rainbow I have ever seen, to be followed
• shortly by a second one, both of which seemed within our
grasp and yet always tantalizingly out of reach. We
chased them at breakneck speed down the long winding
ravines that lead to the level of the plateau.

